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E back at the evolutionary sequences of Bengali 
poetry, we feel that the most significant feature of the 
emergence of the Uttar-Adhunik trend is its unassailable commit- 
ment to change. This new school of poetry has come into being 
out of a historical necessity and so long it has retained its pro- 
gressive as weli as protestant character and is expected to continu- 
ously attain new heights. The degeneration of modernist poetry 
has unmistakably proved that the excessively romantic tendency 
of inward voyage and the almost fanatic belief in an inner self 
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and a limitless world for its private exploration have ultimately 
proved to be counter productive. The subjective self has now 
shirked off the modernist negativism and dissociated itself from 
the paradigm of rejection. This reminds us of the famous words 
of Herbert Read: ‘Change is the condition of art remaining art. 
Art is never transfixed, never stagnant. It is a fountain rising and 
falling under the varying pressure of social conditions.’ 

The exponents of the Uttar-Adhunik poetry have been trying 
to create their own dynamics. Their emphasis is more on poetic 
amplitude and totality of conception; the points of reference and 
the levels of diction vary in accordance with the poetic situation. 
Though there is a risk of profaning the wonder inherent in their 
untranslatable poems, let us refer to the following : 


(a) Accepting everything except defeat 
Look, there is an inner apartment in which 
stretches the neat yard of words 
We descend into its depth, searching, and 
stepping further in fathomless, 
almost inaccessible, depths, 
Intending to walk like a blind Baul 
In a path that knows no distance without aim 
(Sabda Niye, Anjan Sen, 1971) 


(b) Seeing chains once again we think of words 
Chains metamorphosed into water, and when 
the viewers descend into the past 
Even then many a role remains intact 
This water is a genuine companion in the crematorium; 
this is Ramprasad Sen 
(Annapuran O Subhakal, Gautam Basu, 1981) 


(c) Skeleton of Man has infiltrated into the 
household of men 
Women have gone to paddyfields leaving behind 
the music of anklets 
They are searching for fire in the fissures of the field 
They will decorate men with still more fire 
This is joy— 
Our womenfolk will again bedeck the men 
See, there is no household in the orchestra of the skeletons. 
(Agune Sajabo, Nirmal Haldar, 1983) 


(d) Who is playing on flute in this forest today? | won’t sleep 
Slowly the night is descending. 
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Who is that lady having her bath in the lake in 

the deep woods 

Now standing alone, wet attire, wet hair, 

as if very close 

One column of white swans is flying into clouds. 

The petals of lotus too fly with the wind 

Don’t call me now, | shall sink my face to night 

On her palms in the bottom of the sea, 

green in pitch darkness, 

Tonight is not for sleep, it is for sowing seeds. 
(Shilpa, Rama Ghosh, 1986) 


(e) Wipe away all questions, oh deity, bring satiety for the 
hunger-stricken and the lovelorn in your shining aura. 
If you unfold beauty, pray, do not withdraw 
Make the soul indeed or all is lost. 
(Pranbhiksha, Anirban Lahiri, 1987) 


(f) This language covers my sky 
This is the foetus and the fire 
When, at dawn with none else awake, 
the wedding signals 
caress the lispings of little kids 
| am the fire of her womb 
I am the vermilion of her radiance. 
(Bangla Bhasha, Amitabha Gupta, 1988) 


(g) Whose sin? Today, the invocation is sung again 
by the brahmins and snakes 
Dirts of different colours are coming out in the 
festival, never shall | touch these 
Do you say that poetic diction is afar? Some girl 
prefers to stay obstinately away in darkness. 
Some one is still alive in the dark Dasami 
as foul water 
flows in the Hooghly river 
Modernity aspires to begin a voyage in the endless 
sea with Chand, the merchant's hopes. 
Today, the lamplight and the country of drought and 
flood rehearse their friendship with it. 
(Ratri, Bibek Chattopadhyaya, 1989) 


These lines undoubtedly show that these poets breathe the 
spirit of a different epoch which cannot be explained in terms of 
the prevalent norms of modernism. Nor can this be interpreted 
in the light of western postmodernism since there is a basic dif- 
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ference in attitude, poetic temperament and technique and most 
importantly, in the worldview. European postmodernism seems 
to seek formal alternatives to modernism as well as antimodern- 
ism; in spite of its protestations, there is acommon ground shared 
by modernism and postmodernism. Both believe in the autonomy 
of poetry and hence, develop the idea of the futility of meaning 
and interpretation. This tendency has culminated in the depiction 
of a special and obsessive world that resists all meaning and 
refuge to admit any hint of redemption. Therefore, unlike our 
school of Uttar-Adhunik poetry whose mainstream course is 
amply clear, the postmodernists seem to oscillate between accep- 
tance and negation. Critics have rightly noted that they continue 
the modernist critique of traditional mimetic art and share the 
modernist commitment to innovation. They try their best to go 
beyond modernism, but mostly take some steps around with the 
heavy burden of the senses of decay, disintegration, silliness, 
vulgarity, emptiness, desolation, triviality, fright and prophecies 
of doom. There is a monotonous accuracy in the postmodernist 
attempts of ‘giving a shape and significance to the immense 
panorama of futility and anarchy that is contemporary history.’ 
However the Bengali poets of the new school, in spite of the 
tough experiences sometimes resulting in void, isolation, anguish 
and despair, do not meekly surrender to the provocations of 
silence and extinction. They believed in an.explorable fullness 
with possibilities and meanings; their poetic art is therefore cor- 
rective and innovative at the same time. 

Besides, the postmodernists seem to celebrate the agony 
and ecstasy emanating from the death wish of the modern world 
with a sort of apocalyptic relish, not always without a note of 
gloomy antihumanism. But the school of Uttar-Adhunik poetry 
aims at rebuilding the edifice of life on a heightened altar of 
humanist essence. Both the phases of self-annihilating ecstasy (of 
the fifties) and of experimenting with naked form (of the sixties) 
have proved sterile; the young poets, therefore, aspire for regen- 
eration of faith and ‘inspiration’, for they have discovered that 
creative inspiration depends on their, understaning with their 
readers about the nature of the world around as well as their 
simultaneous participation in it. Unlike their modernist predeces- 
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sors, the Uttar Adhunik poets do not venture to run away from 
contemporary history in the making. It is no longer a nightmare 
for them from which a poet struggles to wake up, rather it is an 
enterprise in which he is keen to participate. This is most evident 
in Amitabha’s thought-provoking article 'Sarama o Parama’ 
(series ii) where he asks the younger poets to be vigilant against 
the infectious modernist infatuations and also to be prepared for 
ushering in the new dawn of Uttar-Adhunik awakening. He writes 
in an inimitable style (pp. 85-88); ‘This Uttar-Adhunik vision 
suggests the inception of a new epoch; it kindles the fire of a 
new promise. Let the black crown of modernism evaporate now 
in that smouldering fire; now onwards there shall not be any 
compromise even with a single sentence inclined to modernism 
.. In that decadent world of the modernists, there is nothing but 
greed, jealousy and hatred; but the emerging new world of ours 
shall sustain on love and faith. Oh young poet, to which side 
do you belong? ... Look, today the so-called ‘new world’ (of the 
modernists) is gradually sinking in to the quicksand of blunt 
antiquity while the curtain is rising on another stage like a dream 
and an innate desire’. 

Unlike the modernists as well as the postmodernists the 
school of Uttar-Adhunik poetry seeks to abandon illusion and 
recognize reality. It is also basically committed to changing reality 
though there seems to be no uniformly clear conception about 
its process. Their ambivalence is also evident in communicative 
mode—sometimes in the dichotomy of their form and content, 
sometimes in their penchant for colloquialism and use of con- 
scious cliches and sometimes in their worldview. Particularly the 
recent controversies suggest confusion, tension and crisis raging 
within the socio-political milieu. At any rate, the new school of 
Uttar-Adhunik poetry basically remains firmly entrenched in its 
collective character; it does not seem to have fully realised its 
own potentialities as yet. On the other hand, the death-knell of 
the modernist phase in Bengali poetry can not be sounded so 
easily. Not only that its hangover is still continuing, but the 
younger poets of the new generation also sometimes fail to 
respond to the exacting demands of the changing times. Hence 
there are signs of indiscretion, shallowness and lack of motivation 
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and perspective which cannot but lead to self-defeating con- 
tradictions. In spite of achieving marginal advancements on mod- 
ernist attitude, such poets may only end in a whimper though 
most of them have started with a bang. Remember that the de- 
generating societal frame and the objective conditions that breed 
counter values are still intact. Hence, notwithstanding the sincere 
endeavours of the school of Uttar-Adhunik poetry at the level of 
superstructure, the corrupting agencies in the society cannot but 
hit back savagely as well as adopt subtle stratagem. No battle 
can be won simply by drawing battle plans and wishing the adver- 
sary away. Therefore, the stalwarts as well as the budding poets 
of the new school have to realise their unique and challenging 
position first as socially aware sensitive individuals and then as 
creative poets aspiring for a totally new reconciliation of existen- 
tial conflicts. Besides they are expected to be consistently protes- 
tant, coherent in deciphering human dimensions and unhesi- 
tatingly uncompromising and to no longer remain in the isolation 
of ‘ivory-towers’. As we have already noted, the school of Uttar- 
Adhunik consciousness is specially endowed with such poets 
who are engrossed in the process of making the ineffable dream 
concrete. The singularly important redeeming feature in the 
priests of new consciousness is the quest for the inexhaustible 
propensities in man. The poets are in search of a new equilibrium, 
their poems reveal an unquenchable tantalizing thirst—always 
frustrated yet for ever renewed. But this is what makes the 
post-Jibanananda Bengali poetry so much absorbing. Throughout 
its different phases, time remains the supreme protagonist whose 
assimilation or negation always determines the ebbs and tides in 
our poetry. O 


